Marking text directions for section |I:
I.  Number paragraphs |-2
2. unknown vocab
3. Highlight imagery in this section.
CHAD‘[R 2 Fitzgerald uses amazingly descriptive
language. Recognize it.

hastily joins the railroad and runs beside it for a quarter of a mile,

so as to shrink away from a certain desolate area of land. This is a

valley of ashes — a fantastic farm where ashes grow like wheat into
ridges and hills and grotesque gardens; where ashes take the forms of
houses and chimneys and rising smoke and, finally, with a transcendent
effort, of men who move dimly and already crumbling through the
powdery air. Occasionally a line of gray cars crawls along an invisible
track, gives out a ghastly creak, and comes to rest, and immediately the
ash-gray men swarm up with leaden spades and stir up an impenetrable
cloud, which screens their obscure operations from your sight. But above
the gray land and the spasms of bleak dust which drift endlessly over it,
you perceive, after a moment, the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. The eyes
of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg are blue and gigantic — their irises are one yard
high. They look out of no face, but, instead, from a pair of enormous yellow
spectacles which pass over a nonexistent nose. Evidently some wild wag of
an oculist set them there to fatten his practice in the borough of Queens,
and then sank down himself into eternal blindness, or forgot them and
moved away. But his eyes, dimmed a little by many paintless days, under
sun and rain, brood on over the solemn dumping ground.

! bout half way between West Egg and New York the motor road

The valley of ashes is bounded on one side by a small foul river, and,
when the drawbridge is up to let barges through, the passengers on waiting
trains can stare at the dismal scene for as long as half an hour. There is
always a halt there of at least a minute, and it was because of this that I
first met Tom Buchanan’s mistress.

|. There is stark contrast to this part of town and West Egg.
Explain using textual evidence.



Marking text for the next three small sections:

I. Number total paragraphs |-6

2. Circle unknown vocabulary

3. Underline portions of the text that show character development. Good or bad.

I have been drunk just twice in my life, and the second time was that
afternoon; so everything that happened has a dim, hazy cast over it,
although until after eight o’clock the apartment was full of cheerful sun.
Sitting on Tom’s lap Mrs. Wilson called up several people on the
telephone; then there were no cigarettes, and I went out to buy some at the
drugstore on the corner. When I came back they had disappeared, so I sat
down discreetly in the living-room and read a chapter of Simon Called
Peter — either it was terrible stuff or the whiskey distorted things, because
it didn’t make any sense to me.

The bottle of whiskey — a second one — was now in constant demand
by all present, excepting Catherine, who “felt just as good on nothing at
all.” Tom rang for the janitor and sent him for some celebrated
sandwiches, which were a complete supper in themselves. I wanted to get
out and walk southward toward the park through the soft twilight, but
each time I tried to go I became entangled in some wild, strident argument
which pulled me back, as if with ropes, into my chair. Yet high over the city
our line of yellow windows must have contributed their share of human
secrecy to the casual watcher in the darkening streets, and I was him too,
looking up and wondering. I was within and without, simultaneously
enchanted and repelled by the inexhaustible variety of life.



It was nine o’clock — almost immediately afterward I looked at my
watch and found it was ten. Mr. McKee was asleep on a chair with his fists
clenched in his lap, like a photograph of a man of action. Taking out my
handkerchief I wiped from his cheek the remains of the spot of dried lather
that had worried me all the afternoon.

The little dog was sitting on the table looking with blind eyes through
the smoke, and from time to time groaning faintly. People disappeared,
reappeared, made plans to go somewhere, and then lost each other,
searched for each other, found each other a few feet away. Some time
toward midnight Tom Buchanan and Mrs. Wilson stood face to face
discussing, in impassioned voices, whether Mrs. Wilson had any right to
mention Daisy’s name.

“Daisy! Daisy! Daisy!” shouted Mrs. Wilson. “I'll say it whenever I
want to! Daisy! Dai ——"

Making a short deft movement, Tom Buchanan broke her nose with
his open hand.

I.  Yesterday’s reading had Daisy wishing her daughter grows up to be ‘a beautiful little
fool’. Today’s reading saw Tom break his girlfriend’s nose with an open hand. Use these
examples plus one more (from your reading so far) to write a paragraph about
women in society in the 1930’s.



